over the parapet. Suddenly the beam of his torch shot out
into the darkness. The beam swept over the concrete on
the opposite side of the shaft. Then it stopped and I saw
the fire-escape.

Roux was nearing the top of it. As the torch caught
him he looked round quickly., and half-raised the revolver
in his hand. His face was white, and he blinked in the
light. Then Beghin's gun crashed out. The bullet hit the
escape with a clang, and whined off into space. Roux
lowered his gun and raced for the top. Beghin fired again,
and ran forward along the guttering between the walls to
the foot of the escape. I hesitated for a second before
following him. By the time I reached the fire-escape he
was halfway up. I could see his bulk against the sky, a
shadow moving slowly across the wall. I went up after
him.

A moment later I was sorry that I had done so, for 1
saw a movement against the skyline.

Beghin stopped and called down to me to go back. At
the same moment Roux's bullet hit the rail near my feet,
Beghin fired back, but Roux was no longer visible. The
fat man clattered up the last few stairs. When I caught
up with him he was raising his head gingerly over the
top of the ledge running round the roof. He swore softly,

'Has he got away?'

Without answering me, he stepped over the ledge to
the roof.

It was long, narrow, and quite flat. Near us was a
large water-tank. At the far end was a triangular struc-
ture containing the door leading below. Between was a
forest of square steel ventilating-shafts. Beghin drew me
into the shadow of the tank.

'We shall have to wait for reinforcements. We should
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